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The Life and Death of 

King Richard the fecond. 

- . — 

ttABwPPrinw^ Soena ‘Print a . 



Enter King R ichard, / ohn a G aunty with ether 
Noblety and Attendants, 

1C mg Richard 

Ld Ivhn of time-honoured Lancaster, 

Halt thou according to thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford ,thy bold Ion* 
Here to make good, the boyfterous late appeale 
Which then our leaf ure would not let vs heare, 
Againft the Duke of LC orf<jlkjr } Thomas ALowbrayl 
G*uut> I haue my Liege. 

ICmg, Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him. 

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Onvortnily as a good fubie&foould. 

On fome knowne ground of treachery in him. 

• As n ecre as 1 could lift him on that argument. 

On fome apparant danger focne in him, 

Aym’d at your highneife, no inueterate malice. 

, 5^/’ T ^ en cali C ^ em to our P re ^ enc e face to face, . 

And frowning brow to brow, our felues will heare 

in accufer, and the accufed, freely Ipeake; 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire 

Jnrage, deafeasthe fea j hafty as fire. 

'..S 4 1 , Enter 
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- The Life and Death 

Winter Bullingbrooke t and Mowbray, 

' t?'* ’■ ' vj 

‘ Bui, Many yeeres of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Sovcraignc, my loving Liege. 

• Mow, Each day ftill better others happine fie, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good bap,, 

Adde an immortall tit'.c to your CroWne. 

King. Wethanke you both, yet one but flatters vsj* 

As well appeareth by thecaufe you come. 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafon. 

Cofin of Hereford, what doft thou obi eft 
' Againft the -Duke of PJdfBifkey Thomas Mowbray ? 

Tul, Firft,(heaven be the record of my lpecch,) 

In the devotion of a iitb:efts lo ve, 

Tendringthe.precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate. 

Come 1 appelant to bis Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray t doe I turne to thee, 

And marke my greeting well : for what I Ipeake, 

My body fhall make good upon this earth. 

Or my divine Souleanfwer it in Heaven. 

Thou art a Traytor, and a mifereant ; 

- Too good to be fo, and too bad to live. 

Since the morefaire and Chrittall is the Skie, 

The uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it (lye : 

Once mere, the more to aggravate the note, 

W ith a foule traitors name,ftuffe I thy throat. 

And wifh (fo pleaie my Soveraigne} ere I move. 

What my tongue (peakes, my right drawne fword may 
■Mow, Let not my coole words here accufe my zeale : 
Tis not thetryallof a womans war re. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Canarbitratethiscaufe betwixt us twaine: 

The blood is hot that tnufl be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft. 

As to be hufht,and nought at all to fay. 

Tirft, the faire reverence of your HighnefTe curbes me, 
‘from giving reines and fpurrestomy freefpeech, 

Which once would poll, untill it bad return’d 
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of Richard the fecend. 

Thefe termesof treafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Setting a fide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

I doe defie him, and I fpit at him, 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villaines 
Which to maintained would allow him odefes, 

And meet him, were f tide to runne a foote. 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any ocher ground inhabitable. 

Where ever Englifii man durfl let his foote. 

Meanetime, let this defend my royalty. 

By all my hopes moll falfely doth he lye. 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage 
Declaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my, high bloods royalty . 

Which feare,not reverence makes me to except. 

If guilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take up mine honours pawne,then ftoope, 
Bythat,andall the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme. 

What 1 have fpoken, or thou can ft devife* 

Mow. I take it up,and by that fword I fweare. 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
lie anfwer thee in any faire degree, 

Or Chivalrous defigne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be traytor , or un/uftly fight. 

King. What doth our Coitn lay to Mowbray es charge ? 
It muff be great that can inherite us. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bui. Looke what I fayd my life fhall prove it true. 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thoufand Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highneffeSouldiers, 

1 he which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments, 

Like a ralfe Traytor, and inmriousVillaine. 

Befides 1 lay, and will in batteif prove, 

Or here or elfevvhere to the furtheft Verge. , , 
Thaceverwasfurvey’dby Englifh eye, . . • 

A Z That 







The Life and Death 

That all the treafoi£$ of thefe cighteene yearns 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fctcht from falle LMowbray their firft head and fpring* 
Further I lay and further will maintaine 
V pon his bad life,to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of (j letters death, 

Suggeft his to one beieeving adverfarks, 

, . And confequen.ly like a Traytor Coward, 

-f out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood: 

’ Which blood., like facrificing -Abels cryes, 

(Even from the tonguelefle cavernes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough chafticement : 

And by the glorious worth of my delcent. 

This arme (ball doeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 

T homos of N orfolke,\M hat layeft thou to this ? 

Mow . Oh let my lo veraigne turnc away bis face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 have told this dander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate fo fowle a Iyer* 

King, Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares. 
Were he our brother, nay,ourKingdomesheire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; 

Now by my Scepters awe s Imakea vow, 

Such neighbour-ncereneffe to our facred blood. 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unflooping firmenefie of our upright foule. 

He is cur fubiedl (Mowbray) lo art thou, 

Free fpeech and feareleife, I to thee allow. 

Mow. 1 hen Bullingbrooke as low as to thy heart, 
Through the la lie paffageof thy throat; thou ly eft:' 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callice, 

Disburft I to his Highnelfe fouldiers ; 

1 he of her part referv’d 1 by content. 

For that my foveraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a dc-are account, 

Since la ft I went to France to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwallow downe that Jye-For Gutters death. 
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of' Richard the fecond. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 

Negle<5ied my Avorne dutyin that cale : 

For you my Noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once I did lay an a.mbufh for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefTeit,and exaffly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope 1 had it. 

This is my fault: as for the refl appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a viilaine, 

A recreant, and mod degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

And entcrchangeably hurle downe my, gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot. 

To prove my felfe a loyal! Gentleman , 

Even in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome. 

In hafte whereof mod heartily I pray 
Your Highnefie to afligne our tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Genlemen be rul’d by me : 
Let’s purge, this chollef without letting blood : 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepeincifion. 
Forgctjforgivejcenclude, and be agreed. 

Our Doctors fay, t-his is db time to bleed. 

Good Vncle, let this end Where it begun, 

Wee’l calme the Duke of Norfolk^, you your fonne . 

^aunt. To be a marke-peacc fhall become my age, 
Throw downe (my fonne)the Duke of Norfolkes <rage; 

Gaunt. When Harry when? Obedience bid's, 
Obedience bids, I fhouldnbt bid-agen. 

King.Nsrfolke^ throw downe, we bid;thereis no bodte. 

Mow , My felfe I throw (dread Soveraignc)at thy foot* 
•iy life thou flialt c6fhma'rid,but- not my fhame. 

The one my duty owes, but my faire name 
Defnight of death- that lives upon my- grave 
To darke difhonours ufe, thou fhalt not have. 

Iar 
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The Life and Death 

I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, andbaffeld here, 

Pierc’d to the foulewith danders venom’d fpeares' 

The which no Balme can cure, but his heart bipod 
Which breath’d this poyfon* 

Rage mu ft be withftood ; 

Give me his gage; Lyons make Leopards tame. 

More. Yea, "but not change his fpots- take but my ihame, 
And I refigne my gage. My deare,deare Lord, 

Thepureft treafure mortall times afford. 

Is ipotlefie reputation ; that away. 

Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay; 

A Jewell in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Isa^bold ipirit in aloyallbreft. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (dearemy Liege) mine honour let me try. 

In that 1 live, and for that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw do wne your gage, 

Doe you begin. 

Bui . Oh heaven defend my foulefroiii filch foulefinne. 
Shall I feeme Creft-falnein my fathers fight,. I 

Or with pale beggar-fqare. impeach my height t ddT| 
Before this out-dar’d daftard? Eremy tongue. 

Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong ; 

Or found fo bafc a parle : my teeth flia.ll tcare 
The flavifh motive of recanting feare, ; 3 bnV bopD 

And.fpit it bleeding in this high difgrace, j srnlr.o I'spVl 
Where fhame doth harbour, even ir \Mowbrajes face . 

Exit G stunt* 

King, We were not borne to fue, but to command. 
Which fince we cannot doe to make you friends. 

Be ready, (as your lives fliall anfwer it ) 

A t Ccventr <*, upon Saint Lamberts day : 

There fhallyour Swords and Lances arbiter® 

The fwclling difference of your letled hate 
Since we cannot attone you,yop fhall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Victors Chivalry* 

Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes, 

Be 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Be ready to direft rhetc home, Alarmes.’ Exempt 

Serna Secmda. 



Enter Gaunt, and Dutchejfe of G beefier* 

G stunt . Alas, the part i had in G letters blood, 

Doth more fblicite me than your excl a irr.es. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction lyethin thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot come ft. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of Hcauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards fevtn tonnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

Where are feven viallcs ofhis facred blood. 

Or feuen faire branches tpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are dryed by natures courfe. 

Some oft hole branches by the deftinies cut-* 

But Thoma-s, my dearc Lord, my life, my G teller „ 

One Viall full of Edwards (acred blood. 

One flourififing branch ofhis moft Royall roote 
Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor fpiltj 
Ishackt downe.and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was thine,that bed,that wombe. 

j rne:t ‘ ! ^3 t ^ at; felfe-mould that fafhion’d thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liu’ft and breath’ ft . j 
Yet art thou flame m him; thou doeftconfent 
?■ >me large meafure to thy Fathers death 
ir that thou feeft thy wretched brother dy, ' 

W ho was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

■Cal! it not patience (Gaunt)\tk defpaire. 

In fullering thus thy brother to be llaughter’d 

B Thou 
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The -Life and Death 

'Thou fhew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching fterne murther how to butcher thee • 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 
3s pale cold cowardife in noble breafts _ 

W hat fhall I lay, to fafegard thine owne life, 

Thebeft way is to venge my plotters death- 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : forHeavensfubRit.^e 

His Deputy annoynted in hisiight, . 

Hath caused his death,, the. which if wrongiully 
Let heaven revenge : for. I may neuer.hft 
An angry arme againft his Minifter* 

JCtut- Where then ( alas ) maylcomplainemy felfe? 
Gan. To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence, 
Dar.Why then I will \ farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go’ft to G.oventry , there to behold. 

Our Cofin Hereford 3 and Fell Moyvkray^ ^fight : 

0 lit my husbands wrongs on Hereford s fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft ’• . 

Or if misfortune mifle the firftcarreere, 

Le McTvbmyes finnes fo .heavy in his hofome, 

L hat they may breake his Foamingcaurfcrs backe, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 
ACaytifferecreanttomy Cofa Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife ( 
With her companion Greefe , muft end her life. 

Gau. Sifter fare well. ; I muft to Coventry, 

As much good ftay with thee , as ..go with me* o 
Dut. Yet one word more Greefe bounded) where if 
Not with the empty hollownefte, butweight, C falls, 

1 take my leatie before 1 haue begun, 

For Ibrrow ends not when.it feemeth done* 

Commend me to my brother Sdwardjorke. 

Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not lb, 

1 hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, . 

I {hall remember more. Bid him, Oh, whar r y . 

With all good fpeed at Plejhie vilite me- ;; 

Alacke,and what fhall good old T orke there lee 
But empty lodgings, and unfiirnifb’4 walles, ,, ,j 



of Richard the fecond. 

Vn-peopl’d Offices, untroden ftones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To ieeke outforrow, that dwels every where: 
Defolate.defolate will I hence and dye. 

The laft leave of thee,takes my weeping eye* Exeunt* 



Selena Inertia. 



Enter Marfhal 'l 3 and tAumerle. 

■Mar. MyL. Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d? 
Aum. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in, 

Mar. The DuJ^e ofNorfolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appellants Trumpet. 

An. Why then the Champions, are prepar'd ,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. 

. - F'lourijh* 

Enter King , Gaunt, Bnfy, Bagtst, Greene , 
and others'. Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 

Rich. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arrivall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fweare him in the juftice of his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods Name,and the Kings, fay who thou art, 
And why thou com’ft, thus.Knightly clad in Armes ? 
Againft what'manthou com’ft,and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake truely,on thy Knighthood, and thine oath. 

As fo defend thee heavcn,and thy valour. 

*? ow - %name.is Tho.\Afowbray, Duke o£ Norfolke, 

/V.ru- . her Come ?n § a § cd by my oath 
v hich heaven defend a Knight fhould violate) 

Both to c :fend my loyalty and truth, 
o God, ny King, and his lucceeding iflue, 

Ag amft the Duke of Hereford^hat appeales me. 

Bi And 
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The Life and Death r 

And by the grace of God and this mine armc, 

To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A traytor to my God, my King, and me, 

And as I trneiy fight, defend me heaven. 

Tucket. Enter Hereford ,a>ul Harold’ 
•R/VA.Marfliall : aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he iff, and why hecommeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre ; 

And formally according to our Law 

Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. (ther 

Mar. What isthy name,and whereforecom’ft thou hi- 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou ? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Speake Jike a true Knight/6 defend thee Heaven. 

Bui- Harry ot Hereford, Lancafler find Derby, 

Am i : who ready here doeftand in Armes, 

To prove by heavens grace, and my bodies valour, • 

In Lifts,on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he’s a Traytor foule and dangerous, ' 

To God of heaven. King Richard, and tome. 

And as r truely fight, defend me heaven. 

Mar. On paine of death,no perfon be fo bold, : 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Marihall, and fuch Officers 
Appoynted to direft thefe faire defignes . 

•Sw/.Lord Marftialljlet me kifte iny Soucraignes hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

Tor Mowbray and my felfe are like two men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

T hen let vs take a ceremonius leaue 

And loving farewell of our feverall friends. , 

Mar- The Appealant in-all duty greets your Highness 
And craves to kille your Hand, and take his leave. 

Rich-W ewill delcend,and fold him in our armes* 
Connor as thy caufe is iuft 3 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight : 

^reweJbmy blood, which if to day thou lliead, 

Upp 
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<?/'Richard the feeond. 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui- Oh let no Noble eye prophane a teare 
For me, if I be goar’d with Mowbrayes fpeare: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird,doe I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving L©rd,I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Aumerle ; 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death. 
But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breathe 
Loe, as at Englilb Feafts, fo I regreet 
Thedaintieft laft,to make the end moftr fweet. 
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood. 

Whole youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach at 'vi&ory above myliead, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with tby prayers. 
And with thybleffings fteele my Eances-poynt, 
That it may enter Mmt>brayes wzxzn Goate, 



Even in the lufty haviour of ;‘bis fofiriel 
Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make theeprofprous., 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on theGaske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy » 

Rouze up thy youthfull blood .be valiartt,and live. 

*Bul. Mine innocence, undSiGeor^exo thrive. 

Mow. How ever Heaven or fortune caft my lor. 

There lives,or dyes,true to Kang Richards Throne, 

A loyal), iuft,anduprrghtGemleman: 

Never did Captiue with a freer heart, 

Caft off hischaines ofbondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d enffanchifement. 

Mere than my dancing foHle doth celebrate 
This Ffeaft of Battle, with mine adverfary. 

Mo ft mighty Ltege, and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth,t)je wifh of happy yeares. 

As gentle, and as jocond, as to /eft, 

B I Goe 
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The Life and Death 

Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breaft* . j 

-K/ck. Farewell, my Lord,fecurely I efpie 
Ver'tue with valour, couched in thine eye : 

Order the tryall Marfnall, and begin. 

Mar -Harry of Hereford,Lancafter,and Derby 
Receive thy Lance,and heaven defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong as a Tovvre in hope, I cry, Amen* 

Mar. GoeJbeare this Lance to Thomas D-ofNorfolke, 
i Har. Harry of Hereford ,Lancafter,-and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne,and himfeUe, 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

T o prove the Duke of Norfolke/r&o**;^ Mowbray , 
ATraytor to his,God,his King:, and him. 

And dares him to fet forvvapds to the fight. r . 

2. Har. Here ftandeth Tho ^Mowbray Duke of Norfolke 
On paine to be found faifeand recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe,and to approve 
H ?nry of Hereford, Lanca fter,and Derby, 

To God,his Soveraigne, and to him difloyalfi 
Couragioufly ,and with a free defire. 

Attending but the fignall to begin- A charge founded. 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and let forward Combatants. 
Stay,theKing hath throwne his Warder downe* 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets and their Speares, 
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe ; 

W ithdraw with us,and,Jetthe Trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe Dukes, what we decree, 

.Along flour if 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our councell we have done- 

.For that our Kingdomes earth fhoiiletnot befbyld 

With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doe hatethe dire afpe& 

Of civil] wounds plough’d up witbneyghbours fwords. 
Which fo rouz’d up with boyftrous untun'd drammcs, 
With harfh rcfounding Trumpets dre^df-iM bray. 

And grating ffiocke of wrathful! yron Armes, 

Might from our quic^t Confines fright faire Peace, 

And 



cf Richard the fecond. 

And' make us wade even in our kindreds blood: 
Therefore,we banifh you our Territories* 

You Cofin Hereford, uponpaine ofdeath, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d out fields 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the Granger paths of baniftiment. 

Bui. Your will be done : this muft my comfort be. 
That Surme-that warmesyou here fhall fhine on me: 
And thefe his golden beames: to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

A’/c/)-Norfolke: for theeremaines a heavier doome* 
Which I with feme unwillingnefle pronounce, 

The flye flow houres fihall not determinate 
The datelefle limit of thy deare exile ? * 3 - 
The hopelcffe word, of never to returne. 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. 

Mow - A heavy fentence my mo ft Soveraigne Liege, - 
And all unlook’d- for from your Highnefle mouth : 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common ayre 

Have I deferved at your Highnefle hands- 

The Language ,1 have learn a thefe forty yeares’ ■ 

(My native -Englilh^) now I muft forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more, 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull,unfeeling, ‘barren ignorance, 

Is made my ’gaoler to attend on me: 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupiihnow c 
what thy fentence therr,';but ipeechleffedeath,' 

Which robs ; my tongue from breatheing native breath ? 

Rich. It boots thee not to becompaflionaie. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too lace- 

' ■ ; Mow l 
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The Life and Death 

- Maw, Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
To dwell in folemne {hades of endleffe night. 

Uic^.Returne agaioe and take an oath with thee., 
Layon ourroyall Sword , your banifht hands, 

Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifli with your lelves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

Y ou never {hall ( fo helpe you Truth and Heaven ) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

Nor ever lookc upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor ever by adviled purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gainft Vs our State, our Subje£ts,or our Land, 

'Bul.l fweare. 

Mew.And I to keepe all this* 

B hI. Norfolke.fo farre, as to mine enemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Baniflh'd this frayle fepulcher of our fiefli. 

As now our flefh is banilh’d from this Land* 

Confeffe thy Treafons,ere thou fiie this Real me. 

Since thou haft farre to goe, bearc not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule. 

JEow . No Bullit-gbrook^: If ever I were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life, 

And I from heaven banifh’d ,as from hence : 

But what thou art,heaven,tbou,and I doe know. 

And all too foone ( 1 feare) the King fliall rue* 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way* 

Rich. Vncle,even in the giafies of thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart: thy fad a fpeft. 

Hath from the number of his banifhd year es 
Pluck’d foure away: fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with welcomehome from banifbrrent* 
t BhI. How long a time lyes inone little word; 

Fours 



tf Richard the feme*. 

p 0 ure lagging-Winters, and foure wanton Springs 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings- 
Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage {hall 1 reape thereby. 

For ere thefe fixe yeares that -he hath to {pend 
Can change theMoones, and -bring their times about. 
My oyle-dride Lampe, and time-bewafted light 
Shall be extinft with age, and endleffe night : 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, -thou haft many yeares to Jive.' 
Gaunt. But nota minute(KingJthat thou canftgive ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden forrow. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow * 
Thoucanft helpe time to furrow me with age. 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage ' 

Thy word is currant with him,for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath.' 

Rich .Thy fonne is banifli d upon good aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdidf gave, 

Whyat ourluftice feem’ft thou thento lowre? 

6'i?«.Thingsfwcet to ta ft, prove in digeftion fowrc ; 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father* 

Alas, I look'd when lome of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftriif to make mine ownc away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

Rich. Cofin farewell :and Vncle bid him fo; 

Six yeares we banifli him, and helhall go. Exit* 

■Flourtfb. 

^ uiu . Cofin farewell jwhat. prelence muft not know 
iTQm where you do remaine, let paper fhow* 

•^r.My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by yourftde* 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words. 
That thou retiirn’ft no. greeting to thy friends ? 

C BhI. 
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The Life and Death 

Bul.\ haue too few to takemy leave of you, 

When the tongues office fhould be prodigall, 

To breath th’ abundant dolour of the heart. 

Can . Thy griefe is but thy abfence for a time* 

Bui. Ioy a blent, griefe is prefent for that u‘me» 

Can. What is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? 
Bui. To men in joy, but griefe makes one houre ten* 
Cjau. Call it a travell , that thou takeft for plealure* 
Bui. My heart will figb, when I mifcall it fo. 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage- 
Gaum. The. fallen paffage of thy weary fteps 
Efteemea foyle, wherein thou art to let 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne* 

But. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand ' • : 

By thinking on thefrofty Caucafm ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feafi ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heatei 5 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth evet rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore* 
<j*#.Comc,comc (my fonne)Ile bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe,I would not flay* 

Bui. Then England s ground farewell ;fweet foyle adieu. 
My Mother,and my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet : 
Where ere 1 wander, boaft of this lean. 

Though baniih’d, yet a true-borne Englilhman. 



Sc ana Quart a. 



Snter King,\A umer le, Greene, and Tagot. 
Rich. We did obferve* Cofin Aumerle, 

How farre brought you high Hereford on hjs Way* 



Aunt- 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Aunt. I brought high Hereford (if you call him lb ) 

But to the next high way, and there I left him- 
Rich. And fay, what ftoreof parting teares were Hied ? 
_/f*w.Faith none by me: except the Northeall wind 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and fo by chance 

Bid grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Rich. What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreffion of fuch griefe, 

That word feem’d burieddn my forrowes grave. 
Marry-iWould the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres, 
And added yeeres to his fhort banilhment, 

He fiiould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But fince it would not, he had none of me- 
Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but ’tis doubt, 

When time fhall call him home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 
Ourfelfe,and BuJhj, Bagot here and Cjrcene 
Obferu’d hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did leeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble,and familiar courtcfie, 

What reverence he did throw away on flaves; 

Wooing poore Craftelmen,with the craft of finiles. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twereto banifh their atfefts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fuppleknee, 

W ith thankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

Andhe ourfub/ects next degree in hope. 

GV.VVelfhe is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft bemaefe my Liege 
Ere. further ley lure, yeeld the further meanes 
For their ad uantage, and your higbne ife Ioffe • 

G 2 Rich. 






The Life and Death 

'Kfchi'VVe will our felfein perfon to thiswarre. 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal! Largefic , are grownefomewhat light, 
Wc are enforc'd to farme our royall Realme, 

The revenew whereof fhall furnifh us 
For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort. 

Onr fubfttutes at home fhall have Blancke-charters : 
Whereto, when they /hall know what men are rich. 
They /hall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold,- 
And lend them after to fupply our wants: 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bufky* - T 

"Btifoyi what newcs? • 

Btt. Old Iohn aGaunt is very ficke my LOrd, ’ 
Sodainely taken, and hath fentpoft haRe 
To entreat your MaieRy to vifite him. 

Rich. Where lyes he ? 

At Ely-houfe. 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyfitians mind, 
Tohclpe him to his grave immediately: 

The linning of his coffers /hall make Coates 
To decke ourSouldiersforthefe Irith warres. ' 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : 

Pray heaven we may. make hafte,and come too late, A**? 



oAcim Secmdrn , Scoria ‘Prints. 



Enter Gaunt fichy, with the Duke of Torke y 

Gan. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft • 
In wholfbmecounfell to his unftayd youth? ’ 
y or. Vex not yourfelfe, nor ftrve not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counlell to his eare. 

Gau. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men- 
Inforce attention, like deepe harmonyr • : * 

Where 



of Richard the fecond. 

Where words are Icarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine, " 
For they breath truth,that breath their words in painc. 

He that no more muft fay,is liften’d more - 
Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glole, 1 
More are mens ends mark’d ,then their lives before. 
The fetting Sunne, and mufickeis theclofe 
As the laft tafte of fweetes, is fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft : 
Though Richard my lives counfell would not hcare. 
My deaths fad tale, may yet un-deafe bis eare. - 
2ar.No, it is ftope with other flatt’ring founds 
Asprayfes of his Rate: then there are found _ 
Lacivious Meetcrs, to yvhofe veno me found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies liften* 

Report of fafhions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners Rill our tardy apifh. Nation 

Limpes afterin bafe imitation* 1 

Where doth the world thrufl forth a vanity. 

So it be new, there’s no relpett how vile. 

That is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will doth muciny with wits regard : 

Direft not him, whofe way himielfe will chofe,- 

Tis breath thou lackR, and that breath wilt thou loole ■ - 
Gaunt. Me thinkes lama Prophet new infpir d. 

And thus expiring doe foretell of him, 

His ralh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft. 

For violent fires foone burne out themfeiues 

Small fhoures laft long, but fodainc ftormes are fhort, r 

He tyres betimes, that fpurs too fall betimes ; 

With eager feeding food doth choake the leet.or j 
Light vanity, infaitat cormorant, 

Confuming meanes foone preyes upon it felfe* 

This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred Ule, 

This earth of Majefty, this feateot Mars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradifej 
This ; Fottres built by nature for her felfe, 

Againft infeclion,and the hand of warre: 
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The Life and Death ' . . : 

this happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious ftone fet in the filver Sea, 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy of leffe happier Lands, 

Thisblefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England, 
ThisNurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 

Fear d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre fiom home, 

For Chriftian fervice x and true Chivalry, 

As is the fepulcherin ftubborne lury 

Of the worlds ranfome, blefi'ed Maries fonne. 

This Land of fuchdearefoules,this deare deare Land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement ,or pelting Far me. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whofe rocky fhore beates backe the envious fledge 
Of watry Neptune,is now bound in with fhame. 

With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was wont to conquerothers. 

Hath made a fhamefull conqueft of it felfe. 

Ab, would the fcandall vanifh with my life, 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

Enter King, Queenty i/4umerU,Bftfty , Greene , 
Bagot,Ros,and Willoughby . 
2V,TheKingiscome,deale mildly with his youth. 
For young hot Coalts, being rag’d, doe rage the more, 
J)u. How fares our noble Vncle, Lancaster ? 

Ri. What comfort man ? How iff with aged Gaunt ? 

< Sja . Oh how that name befits my compofition : 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me griefe hath kept a teadious faff. 

And whoabftaines trom meate,thatisnot gaunt: 

For fieeping England long time have I watcht 
Watching breeds leannelie,leanneffe is all gaunt: 

The pieafure that fome Fathers feed upon. 

Is 
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Is my ftri&faft,I meane my Childrens lookes. 

And cherein faffing, haft thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ? 
t/<j».No,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou doff feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

Ric. Should dying men flatter thofe that live? 

Gau- No, no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter ft me. 

Ga...Q no, thou dyeft, though I the ficker be. 

Rich . I am in health I breathe, I fee thee ill. 

Cm#, N ow he that made me, knowes I fee tflee ill:- 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lefler then the Land, 

.VVhercin thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

And thou too careleffe patient as thou art. 

Commit’ft thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firft wounded thee : 

Athouland flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compafle is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged info fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis nowbit leffer then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Seene how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his fonnes, 
From forth.thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, 
Tepofing thee before thou wert pofleft, 

VVhich art pofleft now to depole thy felfe. 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enicying but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhame, to fhame it fe> ? 

Landlord of England art thou,and not King: 

Thy ftateof Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And — —— . 

R'c^>. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted foole, 

Pre fuming on a n Agues privelledge, 

Dafft 



m 




The Life and Death 

Par fl; with thy frozen admonition ? ■' 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall bloou. 

*W ith fury, from his native refidence ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This longue that runnes fo roundly in thy head, 

Should runne thy head from thy unrcverent fhoulders. 

G^.Ohfpare me not, my brother Edwards lonne. 

For that I was his father Edwards fonne • 

That blood already (like the Fellican; 

Thou hall tapt out,anddrunkenly carows d. 

Mv brother qiocetter$\ aine well meaning foule, ■ 

(Whom faire befall in heaven mongft happy foules )• 
May be a prefident,a.nd witnelfe good. 

That thou relpe&’ft notlpilling hdrvaras blood: 

Ioyne with the prefent fickenelfe that Ihaue, 

And thy unkindnefle be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flowre* 

Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter,thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed,then to my grave- 
Love they to live, that love and honour have. Extt* 

Kkh. And let them dye, that age and fullens have, 

For both haft thou, and both become the grave. 

Tor. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute his words 
To way ward ficklinefte, and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deare 
As Harry Duke of Hereford,™ ere he here. - 

Rich. Right, you fay true •• as Herefordsloyc, fo his ; ' 

As theirs, fo mine: and all be as it is. 

rEnter Northumberland « 

Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt, commends him to your 
Maiefty. 

itofi . What fayes he ? 

Nor. Nay nothing, all is fayd: 

His tongue is now a ftringleffe mftrument. 

Words, lifc,and all, old LancasUrhanh ipent- 

J 6T ^ 
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' of Richard the fecond. 

for. Be Yoike the next,that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, * it ends a mortall wo. 

./to/;. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he,. , o 
Histime is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irifh warres, 

We muft fupplant thoferough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, whereno venom die 
gut onely they have privelledge to live. 

And for thefe great affaires doaskefome charge 
Towards our aftiftance , we doe feize to us 
The plate, coyne, and revennews ycand moveables. 
Whereof our Vncle<7^*«* did hand poffeft. 

Tor. How long fhall I beipatient f Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofters death, nor Herefords banifhment, 

Nor G amts rebukes, nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bullmgbrooke, 

About his marriage, nor my o wne dilgraee 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke, 
Orbend one wrinkleon my Ibveraignes face: 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards fonnes, . * 

Ofwhom thy father Prince of Wales was firft: 

In warres was never Lyon rag’d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild, .11 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou ha ft,foreven fo look’d he 
Accomp'ilh’d with the number of thy howers : 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his friends < his noble hand 

Did win what he did: pend: and Ipent not that j *j-_ 

Which his triumphant fatbers'hand had won-* 

His bands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard, T or\e is too farre gone with griefe, 
Orelle henever would compare betweene. 
tt *«A,Wby Vncle, 

What’s the matter ? 

* tT ' Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 

D 
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'2 pleas'd not tobepardon d^mcontent with alls 
SeeVe you to- fciie,and gripeinto. your hands 
The RoyaJties;and Rightas ofbanifh’d Hettfardh.X • T;, 
f 8 not Gamt dead?and:dx)th:nbt!H|pr^r^tivc?- • ! 

• Was not Gaum juft? and is not -Harry «ue^ ■? " fc 

Pid not the one dcfetve to have ao ifeeyre f 
Js not his heyrea weil-deferving fonne ? / i: , v . 

Take Herefords rights awayjand t^ front tiaiev - in;; . 

His Charters ^ and his cuftdmaie.. rights IbnA | 

Let not to morrow then M-tte to day, ' ’ ’ ' ■ r 

Be not thy felfe* For how art thou a King 
Butbyfaiie requenceandfucceflton ? 

Now afore God slGodibrln^’F &y true^ i - • I ' 

). fyou doe wrongfully fevLTHercfords right, 

Cali in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , to Cue 

His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

y on plucke a thoufand dangers on your. head, I 

You loofe a thoufand well-afipofed hearts, 3 ‘ ; 

And pricke my tender patience tpthofe thoughts 
Which honor and ailegeance cannot thinke. 

A’/c.Thinkc what youwill :vvefeife into our hands, 

His plate, his goods, his money,and hislands- 

Tor. lie nbt he hy the while : My Leige farewell, 

What will enlue hereof, there’s no,:e can tell. 

But by badcourfes may beunderftood* ;; , 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit* 

Rich. Qhe Mjhie totbeEarleof mfrjkircftmgm, ■ I 

Bid him repaiAatousto£/y Houle, v‘ ! • : ; ; | 

To lee this bufinefle : to morrow next 

We will Uss^JtteUnd j and ’tistime,! trow: | 

And we create in abfence of our felfe 

OurVnckle Torke-, Lord Coverner of England s 

For he is juft,’ and alwayes lov’d us well* 

Come on our Queene, to morrow muft we part,- „ 

Be merry, for our time of ft ay is fhort* _ riomj 
North .WiHoPtghbj. y and Rop. 

Non Well Lords, the Duke of Laocafter is dead* , 









• of Richard the fecond. 

Rolf. And living too,for now his fonne is Duke, 

Will. Barely in title, not inrevennew. _ , 

Nor. Richly in both , if juftice had her right. 

R«Jf. My heart is great *• but it muftbreake with ulence 
Eer’t be disburden'd with a liberal! tongue. 

Nor. Nay fpeake thy mind & let him ne t fpeake more 

That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. _ 

ml. Tends that thou’d ft Ipeake toth D. of Hereford. 

If it be fo, out with it boldly mam 

Ouicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him- 
"Rojf.No good at all that I can doe tor him, 

Vnlefie you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded'ofhis patrimony. , 

Nor. Now afore heaven , ’ts lhame fuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land j 
The King is not himfelfe, but bafelyled 
By flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King (everely profecute 
’Gairtft uSjOUr lives, our cnildrcn,and our heifes. 

Rojf. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous takes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loft their hearts. 

Wil. And daily new exa<ftions are devis’d , 

As blankesj'benevofcnces, and I wot not what: 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

N or. W arres hath not wafted it,for warr’d he hath not, 
But bafely yeelded upon comprimize, 

That which his Anceftors atchieu’d with blowes: 

More hath he fpent iftpeace,then they in wanes. 

Rotf. The Earle of Wiltfhirc hath the Realmein farme* 
^7* The King’s grow ne bankrupt likea broken man* 
Nor. Reproach, and defolution hangeth over him. 
R<?/He hath not money for thefe Irifli warres ; 

(His bmthenous taxations notwith handing) 

But by the robbing ofthe banifh’d Duke* ■ 

' J D 2 
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LTsrt His noble Kinfman, mo ft degenerate King; 

But Lords^ve heare this fearefull temped fing 
Yet feeke no fhelter to avoyd the ftorme i 
W c fee the winde fit fore upon our failes. 

And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh* 

Rof - We fee theuery wracke that we mull fuffer, 

And unavoyded isthe danger now 
For buffering Co the canfes of our wracke* 

A/V.Not lo; even through the hollow eyes of death, 

I fpie life peercing: but ! dare not fay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 
ml. Nay, let us fh arc t hy t h ou gh t s,a s t hou doft ours*' , 
■&>/• Be confident to Ipeake Northumberland, 

W e three, are but thy felfe, and Ipeaking fo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold* 

Nor. Then thus: I have from Port loBlatt . 

A Bayin*Sr//4/«e, receiv’d intelligence, • 

That Harry Duke of Hertford , Raynald Lord (fobhm: 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifhop , late of Canterbury,? | 

Sir 7 hemat Erpwgh-atn-, Sir / ohn Raitiflon, • j 

Sir Iohn Norbery,$\i RobertiW-aterton , and Francis Qupiny. 
Allthele well furnifh’d by tfie Duke oCBrutaine, 

With eight tall Hasps, three theufand men of warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch our Northerne fliore ft .« 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they day 
The fir ft departing of the King for Ireland,' 

If then we fhall fliake offour flavifh yoake, 
lumpe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeemefrom broken pawne, the blemifh'd Crowne,- 
Wipe off the dull that hides the Scepters gilt, 

And make high Majerty looke like it feife, 

Away with mein polle to Ravenfpurgh, A 

But if you faint, as fearing to doe fo. 

Stay and be fecret and my lelfe wi ; >bgoe* 

Rof. fo horfe, to horfe, urge doubts to them that feare- j 

WtU Hold -out my hor%aud I will firll be there* 

' 
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Scena Soecunda. 



Enter Queene,BttJhj,and Bagot . 

Btifh, Madam, your Majefty is too much lad. 

You promis d when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide fclfe-harming heavinefle. 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpofitton. 

Qa * To pleafe the King, I did : to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot doe it.- yet I know nocaufe , 

Why I fhould welcome fuch a gue ft as griefe, ' 

Save biddingfarewell to fo fweet a gueft 
As my fweet Richard, yetagaineme thinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me , and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at fomething it. grieves. 

More than with parting from my Lord the King. 

BuJ ). ?. Each fubftance of a griefe had twenty fhadews 
Which fhewes like griefe it felfe, but is not fo: 

For forrowes eye glazed with blinding teares. 

Divides one thing intire, to many objeds 
Like perlpeflives, which rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew noting but confufion, ey'd awry, 

Diftinguiint forme: fo your fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find fhapesof griefe,more then himfelfe to waile. 
Which look’d on as it is, is nought but fhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice-gracious '-Tueene, 

More then your Lords departure weep>e not, more’s not 
Or if it be, tis with falfefoi rows eve, (feenej 

Which for things true,wefpe things imaginary. 

Qtt. It may befo, but yet my inward wnile 
Perivvades me it |s other vile now ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad; io heavy lad* 

• BT-. As 




The Life and Death 

As though on thinking on,no thought I thinjce. 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinKe* 

Bufc. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 
^«.’Tis nothing leffe : conceit is ftill denu d 
From Come fore father greefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomethmg gricte, 

Or fomethmg, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe pofleffe, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne,\vhat 
I cannot name/tis namelefle woe I wot. Enter Grew* 
Gree. Heaven fave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 

I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. • ( men; 

cftu Why hop' ft thou fo? ’1 is better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope, . | 

Then wherefore doii thou hope he is not fhipt . 

Gree. That he our hope, might have retyr d his- power, 

And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 

The banifh’d Bullingbrooke repeales himleite. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arnu d 
At R auenfpurg. 

9u* Now God mt heaven forbid, „ r 

Gree. O Maddam’tis too true: and that is worie, 

The L. Northumberland, his young fonne.^y Percy, 

The Lords of Roffe/<?4^W,and Willoughby , , 

With all their powerfull friends are fled to hinv' Wl \ 

Bufh. Why have you not proclaim’d Nortnufflberland; 
And the reft of the revolted faaioh Traytors ? i 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Worcelter 
Hath broke his ftaffe,refign’d his Stewardship, (W 
And all the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bum* 
Qu. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of tfiy woe, 

An dfiullirigbrooke. my forrowes difmall heyre ; 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy. 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, I 

Haue woe to woe forrow to forrow ioyn’d- 

Bujh, Defpaire not Madam. [ 

gu. Who fhall hinder me? . 



- 
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I will defpaire, and beat emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, 

Who gently would d.flolvcthe bands of life. 

Which falfe hopes linger in extremity- 
Enter Torke. 

, Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorke. . 

Qu. With flgnes ofwarre about his aged necke. 

Oh full of carefull bufineffe are his lookes : 

Vnclc, for heavens fake fpeakecomfortable words. 

Tor. Comfort’s in Heaven,and we are on the earth, 
Wherenothing lives but cr©fies>care, and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone to fave farre off, 

W hilft others come to make his loofe at home : 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who vveake with age,cannot fupport my felfe : 

Now cornea his fickc houre that his forfeit made, 

Nov v he try his friends that flattered him« 

Enter a Servant* 

Ser My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 
Tor.Hewas : why fo, goe all which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled,the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Hereford: fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plaihy to my fitter Glofier, 

Bid her fend me prefcntly a thoufand pound, 

Hold,take my Ring. 

Ser, My Lord, I had forgot > • 

To tell your Lordfl)ip,to day Icame by, and call’d there, 
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft. 

Tor* W hat is’t knave ? 

Ser. An houre before I came, the Dutcheffe di’de.’ 

To . Heaven for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

3 know hot what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not provok’d him to it 1 ); . 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 

W-hat, are there pqftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 

How fhall we doe for money for thefe warres ? 

Come 
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The Life and Dettth 

Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me 
Goefellow,get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen* will you mutter men ? 

If 1 know how, or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands* 

Never beleeve me* Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one is my.Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend: the other againe 
Is my kinlman, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom confidence, and my kindred bids to right, 

W ell . fomew hat we mutt doe : Come Cofin, 
Iledifpofe ofyou.Gentlemen.goe mutter up your men, 
And meet meprefently at Barkley Cattle; 

I fhould to Plafhy too,but time will not permit, 

All is uneven, and every thing is left at fixand feven. Ex. 

BuJh.Thtz wind fits faire for newes to goe to Iceland, 
But none returnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impoffible. 

Cm><vBefides our neerenefie to the King in love, 
Isneere the hate of thofe love not the King. 

Bag- And that’s the wavering Commons/or their love 
lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them, 

By To much fi Is their hearts with d eadl y hate* 

Bujb. 1 hferein the King ftands generally condemn’d. 
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneere the King. 

GrmWel!: I will for refuge ftreight to Brittoll Cattle, 
The Earle of W iltftu're is already there. 

Bujb. Thither willl with you, for little office 
Will the hateful! Commons-performe for us. 

Except like Curres, to veareus all in pieces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

.5<j£.No, 1 will to Ireland to his Maietty : 

Farewell, if (heart. s : prefages be not vaine. 

We three here part, that nev'r fhall meete againe. 

Bm. That’s as Tor^e thrives to beate backe Bu/lmbreoks- 
Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he und ertakes 
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. of Richard the fecund. 

Isnumbring fands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will flye. 

Bujh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever* 
Well, we may meet againe* 

Bag. I feare me never- Exit* 



Sctena Inertia. 



Enter the Duke ofHcrcford i and Northum- 
berland. 

' '£/*/.Ho\vfarre isitmy Lord to Barkley now? 

Nor. Beleeve menobi* Lord, 
lama ftranger herein Gloflerjhire , 

Thelehigh wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearylome; 

And jet our faire dilcourle hath beeneas Sugar, 

Making the har.. way fvveetand deleft able; 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way • ’ . 

From Ra venfpurgh to Cottfoold will be found, oT 
in Rojfe and Wtl lough by , wanting your company 

Which I protett hath very much beguild " 

I he teadioufnefle,and procette df myjtravell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope tohave 
I he prefent benefit that T potfeffe: 

And hopeto joy, is little leffein joy, 

Then hope enjoy’d: By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their way feemefhort,as mine hath done. 

By fightofvvhat I have, your Noble company, 

. Of much leiTe valevv is my company 

1 hen your good words: but who comes here ? 

_ Enter H. Percy. 

° r ' It is my fonne, young Harry Percy 
.^lt from my brother Worceften whencetbever, 
how lares your Vncle / ; i . ...... 

E _ Percy 







The Life and Death 

■p-ercj. 1 hadtbought, my I-ord, to have learnd his 

health of you; ' , * a 

Nor. Why ishe not with the Queene- 
Percy. No,my good Lord,he hath for fooke the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and ddperlt „ 

The Hon (hold of the King. 

Nor. What was his real on ? 

He was not fo refolv’d, when we laft ipake together. 

Perey.Becaufe your Lordihip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, « 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Here^ordt 
And lent me overby Barkely , to dilcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there. 

Then with direaion to repaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 
Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that xs not forgot 
Which ne’re 1 did remember : to my knowledge, \ 

I never in my life did looke on him- - 

Nor* Then learne to know him now? this is the Duke 
Percy . My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender,™ w, and young. 

Which elder dayesfliall ripen, and continue 

To more approved fervice and defert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy , and be lure 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe fo happy, 

As in a fouie remembring my good mends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love, 

It (hall be Bill thy true loves recompense. 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus fealesit. 

Nor. How fame is it to Barkley ? and what ftirre 
Xeepes good ol d H therewith bis men w * r l ' 

Percy. There ftandsitbeGaftle, by yond tuft of Trees, 

Manrid with three hundred men,as I have hear , 

And in it are the Lords of Porky , Bar kely > 

None elfe of Name, andnoble eftimatc. 

Enter Re(fe,a*dwUloUghby* 

Nor. Here comes theLotdsof nd 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Bloody with (purring , fiery red with haft. 

Bui : Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purities 
A banilht Traytor; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence* 

Kof. Your prefence makes vs nch,moft Noble Lord. 
W,l. And fame furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

Bui. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poorc, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barktly* 

Nor. It is my Lord of Barely as I gueffe.. 

Barl^Uy Lord of Hereford, my meflage is to you. 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwer is to Lane after. 

And 1 am come to feeke that name in England, 
Andlmuft find that Title in yourTowne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark^. Miftak? me not,iny Lord, 'tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. : - 

To you, my Lord, ! come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Porky, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borneArmes- 
Enter Porky. 

■SW.I (hall not need tranlport my wordsby you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

?V.Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whole du y is dtceivableand falle, 

Bui. My gracious V rclc- 

Por. Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Tray tors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 

In an ungracious mouth, is but prc.phane* 

Why have thefebaniftfd, and forbidden Legges, 

Dard oncetotouch the duft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to march 
"0 many miles upon her pcacefull Bolbroe, 

Frighting her pale fac d Villages with Warre, 

E a . And 
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The Life and - Death 

Atid oftentationof defpifed Armes? ' |1 

Com' ft thou becaufe th’anoynted King is hence? 

Why fooltfh Boy, the King is left behind. 

And in mylo'yall Bofome lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy lelfe, 

Refcued the blacks Prince > that young Mars'of mCHj 
Fr-pm forth the Rankes of many thoubnd French : 

C)h then, how quickly fbould this Arme of mine,. 

Now prifonertothePlafihy , chaftife thee. 

And minifter correction to thy fault. 

Bui. My gracious Vncle, let me know my fa uic, > . 

On what condition ftandsit,and wherein ?, • , ■ ' . 

TV.Evenin condition ofthe worft degree, 

.fngroffe Rtbeilion,and deteftedTrfhion: 

Thou art a baniflfd man, and here art come - 

Before th’ expiration of thy time, I 

In braving Armes againft thy Soveraigne, 

Bui. As I wasbanifti d,I was haruilf d Hereford , . . 

But as a I come, ! come for Lancatter - 1 
And noble Vncle, 1 befeech your Grace • J 
Lookeon my . wrongs with an indifferent eye { • 

Y ou are my Father, for me thinkes ; in you 
I fee old alive- Oh then my Father,. 

Will you permit, that.I fhallftana condemn’d 
A wand,ringVagabond,my Rights and Royalties 
Plucktfrom my armes perforce, and given away 
To upftart unthrilts I W herefore was l borne ? 

If that my Coulin King.hc King of England, 

It muft be granted, lam Duke. of Lancatter.' ■ 

You have. a.fonm:,^wfr/f, myNoble Kinlinan, 

Had youjfirft died.and be bin thus trod dovvne, ■, 

Hefhould have foundhis Vncle Gaunt a. father. 

To rowze his wrongs,and chafe themto the bay. 

I am den.ycfe to lu.: my Livery. here. 

And yet my Letters Pattens give me leave; i 

My fathers goods.are all diftraynd, and fold, . 

And thefe, andalLamiffe imployd., 

f Whs* 1 

K 



tf Richard the fecir.i. 

What would you have me doe - 7 lama fubieft, . 

And challenge Law, Attorneycs are denyd me. 

And therefore perfonaHy I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of free-Defcent. 

Nor. Th.e NobleDuke hath beetle too much abus’d* 
Rof.lt hand s your Grace upon to doc him right, 

Wil> Bafe men by his endowments are made great. 
Tor. My Lords ofEngbnd,let me tell you this, 

I have ha d feeling of my Colins wrongs. 

And labour’d all i could to doe him right ; 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, - 
Be his ovvne Carver, and cut out his way, 

To find out Right with wrongs,it may not be ; 

And you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Cherifli Rebellion, and ate Rebels all. 

Tor, The Noble Duke hath fworne his commingis' : 
But for his owne,and for the right of that. 

We all have ftrongly fworne to give hini ayd. 

And let himnev’r fee ;oy,that breaks that oath. 

Tor ♦ Well,well, I fee the ifiue of thefa Armes, „ 

1 cannot mend, it, I biuft needs confdfe, 

Becaufe my power is wea'ke , andall ill left ; : 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach yoti all,and make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King- 
But fince 1 cannot, be it knowne to you, 

I doe remaine as Neuter- So fare you well, R ■ 

Vnlelfe you pleafe to enter in theXaftle, 

And there repofe you for this Night. 

Bui. An offer Vncle, that we will accept • 

But we rauft winne your Crace to goe with us - 

To Briftoll Cattle, which tbeysfaycisheld 

By Sulhio^Baggt , and < tiheir Complices, 

Ihe Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which T have fworne to weede,and pluke away. 

_ ? or% R naybe-I will goe with you bukyetile pawfe, 
Tor I am loth to breake our C ou -.tries Law es : 

Wot Friends, nor Foes, tome welcome you ^je, 

E 3 Things 




The ttfe and Death 

Things pift redrcffe,are now with mepaft care. Exeunt* 

Second Qjfdrta* 



Enter Salisbury and a Captain?* 

Capt. My lord of Salisbury, we have flay d ten dayes, 

And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King. 
Therefore Wewill difperfe our feives: 

Sal* Stay yet anotherday, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence m thee. 

Cm* Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ftay; 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are wither d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Stores of Heaven ,v 
The pale-fac d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 

And leane-lookt Prophets whiiper fearefullchange j 

Rich men looke fad, and Rufhans dance and leape. 

The one in feare.to lofe what they epioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well afford Richard their King is dead- *xtU 
Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauymind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a (booting Starre, 

Fall to thebafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefting ftormes to come, woe, and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled s to waite upon thy foes, 

Ana croffely to thy good, all fortune goes. txV ' 
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vJ&wTertm, Scxna Trim. 

Enter Bullingbr6ohe,Rorke,NorthHmbtrUnd 3 
Rofe 3 Percjt, Willoughby ; with BftJhj . 
and Greene , pr if otters. 

Bui. Bring forth thefe men: 

Bufhy and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

(Since prefently your foules mu ft part your bodies ) 
VVith two much urging your permuous flues. 

For ‘twere no Charity : yet to walb your biood 
Fromofr my bands, herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caules of your deaths. 

You have mifled a Prince, aroyall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied 5 and disfigur’d cieane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 

Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him, 

BroVe the Poffeflion of a Royall Bed, , , 

And ftayn'd the beauty of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foul 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Neere to the King in Blood, and neere m love; 

Till you did make him mii-interpret me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your injuries, 

Andfigh’d my Englifb breath in forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifh merit; 

While you have fed upon my Seigniories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes, and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 

From mine owne windowes torne my Houfhold Coat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefe leaving me no ngne, 

Save mens opinions,and my living blood. 

To fbew the world I am a Gentleman. _ 

This, and much more, much more then twice ad tnis^ ^ 
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Tfye 'Life and Death 

Condemnes you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution , and the hand of death. 

Bujh. More welcome is the llroke of death to me. 

Then Bullingbrooke to England. 

Crce. My comfort is, that Heaven will take onr foules. 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Qpeene is at your Houle, 

For Heavens lake,fairely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,I fend to her my kind commends , 

Take fpcciall care my greetings be deliver’d, 
2V.AGdntleman of mine, I have dilpatch’ d 
With Letters of your loue to her at large. 

2?*/.Thankes gentle Vncle: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendoure, and his Complices; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exunt. 



Scxna Secunda. 



Drums , Flourtps, and Colours* 

Enter Richard, Aumerle jCarltle ,and Soul diets- 
Rich. Barkloughly Caftlc call you this at hand ? 

Au, Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late tolling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich, Needs mufti like it well, I weepe for ioy 
To ftand upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : . 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands. 

Feed not thy Soveraigncs Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fwectds comfort his ravenous fence : 

But 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313 ) LONDON, 163 ^ 



of Richard fecond. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venome. 

And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doin^ annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with ufurping fteps doe trample thee, 

Yeild ftingingNettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 

Mocke not my fencelelfe Conjuration : Lords ; 

This earth Ihall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

Car. Fearenot my Lord,that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. 

Aum. He meanes,my Lord, that we are too remilTe, 
Whileft Bullingbrooke through their fecurity, 

Grovves flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich, Difcomfortable Cofm, knoweft thou not. 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe,that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unieene., 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders, frealons, and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night beidgplucktfrom off their backes) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at thcmfelves. 

So when this Thiefe,this Traytor Bullingbrooke, 

Who all this while hath reuell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifingin our Throne, the Ealt, 

HisTreafons will fit blulhing in his face, 

Not able to end ure the fight of day ; 

But felfe -affrighted, tremble at his finne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 

Tu” ^ me ^ rom an anoynted King ; 

Ihe breath of worldly men cannot depofe 

F 
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The Life and Death 

The Deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man that Bulltngbrooke hath preft. 

To lift fhrewd Steele a gain ft our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall/or Heaven ftill guards the right. 

Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your power ? 

Saltsb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this weake arme; difcomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but delpaire : 

One day to late, 1 feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hathclt. uded all my happy aayes on Earth : 

Oil cal! hacke Teller day, bid time returne , 

And thou Unit have twelve thoufand fighting men : 
Today, today, unhappieday todate 
Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, andtbyState, 
For an the Welch-men hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bulllngbrooke ■, difperll, and fled. 

Comfort my Liege, why lookesy our G race fo 

pale ? 

Rich. Butnovv the blood of twentie thoufand Men * 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Have I notreafon to looke pale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be' fafe , flye from my fide, 

For time hath let a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. I had forgot my feUe. Am I not King ? 

Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thou fleepeft : 

3s not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, armemyName: apunyfubiedt ftrikes 
At thy great giory. Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts *• I know my Vnde Torke 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turne. 

But who comes here ? Enter Scroope. 

ScraopeMotc health and happineffe betide my Liege. 

Then 






of Richard the fecond. 

Thencan my care-tun’d tongue deliver him. 

Etch. Mine care is open,and my heart prepar'd? 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thoucanft unfold : 

Say, Is my Kingdotne loft . ? wby'twas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to b’e rid of Care ? 

Strives Bulltngbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he fhall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our fub/e&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us: 

Cry Woe, Deftru6tion,Ruine,Loffe, Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have his day* 

Scroope.G lad am I ,that your Highneffe is fo arm’d 
To beare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwells the Rage 
Of Bulltngbrooke^ covering your fearefulfLand 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm'd theirthin andhaireleffe Scalps 
Again!! thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In (liffe unwieldy Armes '• againll thy Crowne 
Ihy very Beadfmen leameto bend their bovves 
Of double fatall Eugh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe- Women manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worle then I have powerto tell* 

&icb. Too well.too well thou tell’ft a Tale fo ill. 
VVhere is the Earleof Wiltshire ?^wherc is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Bufby ? where is Greene ? 

J. hat f th ey have let the dangerous Enemy 
leafureour Confines with luch peacefull fteps ? 

We prevaile, their hands fhall pay for it- 
1 warrant they haue made peace with Bulltngbrooke. 
LorcfT^ Peaceijave ^ey made with himmdeede(my 
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The Life and Dtath 

Mich , Oh Villaines,Vipers, damn’d without redemption 
Dogs, eafily won to fawnc on any man, . 

Snakes ittmy heart blood warm’d,that fting my heart, , 
Three Iudaflcs, each one thrice worfe then Ift'dat, 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warre, 
Vpon their {potted foules for this Offence* 

Scroope i Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property, 
Turnes to the fowreft i and mo ft deadly hate : 

Againe uncurfe their foules : their peace is made 
W ith Heads, and not with hands : thofc whom you curfc 
Have felt theworftof deaths deftroying hand. 

And lye full low; grav’d in the hollow ground. 

A urn. Is Bufkj fireene, and-tbe Earle of W iltfhire dead 
Scroope. Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads* 
Aunt. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rieh\ N6 matter where, of comfort no man fpeake ; 
Let’s talke of Craves, of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write l'orrow in the bofome of the Earths - • 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath j 
Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands,ourlives,and all are Bulltngbrookes, ■ 

And nothing can we call our owne.but Death, 

And that fmall modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as pafte,and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake iet us fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings . 

How fome have beertc depos’d, feme fiaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos'd, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, • 
All murther d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 
Keepes-Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe. 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
ToMonarchize.be ieard, and kill with lookes, ^ 
Infilling him with felfe and vaine conceit, . 



ef Richard the fecond. 

As if this Flelh , which walls about our Life,' 

Were Braffe impregnable: and humor’d thus, 
Comesat the laft, and with a little Pinne 
Boares through his Caftle Walls, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefh and, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme , and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but miftooke me all this while * 

I live with bread like you , feeleVVant, 

TafteGriefe, need Friends ■: fubjeefted thus. 



How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 
rd; 



v ~ J- p . 

Carl My Lordjwife men ne ? re waile their prelcnt woes, 
But prefcntly prevent the wayes to waile : 

To feare the Foe,fince feare oppreffeth ftrength. 



Gives in your wcakeneife, ftrength unto your Foe j 
Feare.and be flaine , no worfe Can come to fight. 



And fight and die, is death deftroying death 
Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Aunt. My Father hath a Power, enquireof him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. 

ThOu chid’ft me welftproud Bullingbrooke I come 
To change blowcs with thee, for our day bf Doomc : 
This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An eafie taskeitisto winour owne. 

Say Scroope > where lies our V ride with his Power ?, 
Speakefweetly man,althoughthy lookes be-fowre. 

ScroopeMen iudge by the complexion of the skic 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 

So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to layt ; : 

Iplay the torturer, by fmall and fmall • ■ 

To lengthen out the worft,that muft be Ipoken, 



Your Vncle Torke is joyn’d with Bullingbrooke •„ 

" ’ea up, 



And all your Northerne Caftles yeilded up. 
And all your foutherne Gentlemen m Aimes*:: 
Vpon his Fadion. ; r < : . : . vr.il no 

Rich. Thou haft fayd enough. 

Beffirew thee Cofin, which didft lead me forth 
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of Richard the fecond, 

'Btrf. Miflake not(VncIe) farther than you ftould. 
7>.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you Ihould, 
Lead you miftake,the heavens are ore your head. 

Bull know it (Vnc’e) and oppofenot my lelfe 
A^ainft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Cattle yeeld ? 

IV. The Cattle royally is mann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

BhL Royally Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Ter. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^atd Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope , befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belike it is the Bifhop of Carlile* 

Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goeto the rude Ribs of that ancient Cattle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bulliugbrooke upon his knees dotlft kifTe 
King Wichards hand, and lends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Perl'on: hither come 
Even at his feete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be. freely granted: 
Ifnot,ileufe th’advantage olraypower. 

And laythefummers dutt with (Lowers of blood 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmeo; 
The which, how farre off fromthe mind of Bullingbrook* 
It is, fuch CrimfonTempeft fhould bedrench 
The frefh greene Lap offaire King Richards Land 
My Hooping duty tenderly {hall fhew. 

Goefignifie as much, while here vye march 

Vponthe Graffle Carpet ofthis plainc 

Lets march without thenoyfe of threatning 7j.um, 

I nat fronuhis Cartels tatterdBattelmentg 



The Life and Death 

Of that fweet way I was in, to difpaire : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate him everlaftingly , 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes Have, (hall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have,difcharge,and let ’em goe 
To care the Land ,that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfailc is but vaine. 

■Hum- My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He docs me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exeu. 



Selena ’Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and Colours fSullingbrooke f T orke , 
Northumberland , Attendants. 

Sul. So that by this intelligencewelearne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d,and Salisbury 
Is gone tomeetc the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends, upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 

Richard not farre from hence, bath hid his head. 

Tor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 

To lay King R ichard : a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King fliould hide his head. 

Nor. Your Grace mittakes: onely to be briefe. 

Left I this Title out- 

Tor. The time hath beene. 

Would you have beene fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to fhortenyou, 

For .tajdng fo the head j your whole heads length* 

Bttl- | 
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■The Life and Death 

Oilr faireAppoyntments may be well perusM 

Me thiakes King Richard and my felfe fhould meete 
W ith no lefleterror then the Elements . 

OfFire and Water, whcntheir thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes-of Heaven: • 

Be he thefire , lie be the yeilding W ater ; 

The rage be his, while on the Earth I rame 
Mv Waters on the Earth,and not on nun. 

March on, and marke King Kichtrd how ht lookes. 
Parle without, and anfwermtht * : then a Flounjh, 
Enter on the ff alls Richard, farlile^umerle^tmf, 

See fee, King doth himfeHe appeare 

As doth the blufhing difeomented Sunne, 

From out the fiery Portall of the Eajt. 

When he perceivesthe envious clouds are bent 

To dimme his glory , and to ftame the trad , 

Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

tor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 

(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 

Controlling M.jefty talacke.alaAe.forwoc, 

That any harmc fhould ftame fo faire a fhow. 

1 AiV/;.We are amazd,and thus long have we flood 
To watch thefearefull bend^f thy Knee, 

Becaule we thought our felfe thy lawfall King. 

And if we bejhow dare thy loynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our prince? 

If we he not, fliew us the hand of God , 

That hath difmis’d us from ourStevvardflup, 

For well we know no hand of blood and be 

•Can gripe the facred handle of ourScepter, 
Vnleffehedoe prophane, ftealeor ufurpe- 
And though you thinke,thatallas you havedone, 
Havetorne their fou!es,by turning them rom 
And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 

Yet kno w,my matter, G°d 0 mnipotent, 

Is muftring in his Clouds, m out .behave, 

Argues of Peftilence,and they fhall flnke ^ 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That lift your Vaffall hands againft my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bull inghrooke for yond me thinkes he is, 

That every rtride he makes upon my land. 

Is dangerous Treaf’on: he is come to ope 
The purple Teflament of bleeding Warre ; 

Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace, 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 
Herpaftors Graffe with faythfull Englifli blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and vncivill Armes 
Be rufh’d upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry BulHngl>rooke } doth humbly kifTe thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That flandsupon your Royall Grand fires Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods- 
(Currents that fpring from one mod gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike Cj aunty 
And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Comprizing all that may be fworne, or fay d, 

Hiscomming hither hath no farther fcope, 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifement-immediate on his knees 
Which on thy Royall party granted once. 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftables,and his heart 
To faythfull fei . 're of your Maiefty : 

This fweares he as he is a Prince, is/uft. 

And as lam a Gentleman I credit him* 

Bich. Northumberland, fay thus : The King retnmes, 
"is Noble Cofin is right welcome hither. 

And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accomplifh’d without contradiilion : 
vvuh all the gracious utterance thou haft, 

G Speake 
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The Life and Death 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We doe debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not, 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake To faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^#*».No,good my Lord, let’s fightwith gentle words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords. 

Rich* Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
Thatlayd the fentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond proud man, fhould take it of againe 
With words of footh : O that I were as great 
A sis my Griefe, or lelferthanmy Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember what I mult be now : 

Swell'll thou proud heart ? lie giue theefcopeto bcate. 
Since foes have (cope to beate both thee and me. 

Nu. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbmke. 

Rich NY hat mutt the King doe now . ? muft tiefubmitfr 
The King fhall doe it : Mutthebedepo 
The King fhall be contented : Mutt helole 
TheNameof King ? o’ Gods Name letitgoe. 
lie give my Ievvelsfor a fet ofbeades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

Mygay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans G 
'My figurd Goblets, for a Difir of Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subjects , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingdomc , for a little 
A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave 
Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way, 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects fe 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head 
For on my heart they tread now , whileft Hive ; 
Andburi d once ,why not upon my Head ? 

-/turner le , thou weep’ tt ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) 
WeeTe makefoule Weatherwith defpifedTeares: 

* ‘ Our fighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Cornc, 
And make a Dearthin this revolting Land, 

Or 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Or fliall we play the wantons, with our woes,’ 

And make fome pretty matchwith fhedding teares? 

As thus : to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

VVithin the Earth : and theiein layd,therelies 
Two Kin linen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill, doe well ? well,wcll,Ifee 
Italke but idly .and you mocke at me. 

Mott mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What layes King Bulhngbrooke ? will his Majefty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a legge and Bullingbrooke fayes I , 

Nor. My Lord,in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you tocome downe, 
Downe, downe I come,like glift’ring Phaeton , 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades. 

In the bafe Court? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe, 
Tocome at Tray tors calls, and doe them grace. (King, 

In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 
For Night-Owles fiirike, where mounting Larks fhould 
BuU What fayes his Ma/efty? (fing. 

AV. Sorrow and griefeof heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And (hew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord. 

Kick. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee. 

To make the bale earth proud with kitting it. 
Meratherhad, my heart might feele your love. 

Than my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 

Vp Colin, up, your Heart is up,I know, 
hus high at leaft, although your knee below. 

Rul.My gracious Lord, I come bur for mine owne. 

Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and all. 

**1 . So farte.be mine, (mymoft redoubted Lord,) 

,>s my true fervice fhall deferue your love, 

G 2 Rich* 




The Life and Death 

Rich. Well you deferv’d: 

They well deferue to have, 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get,, 
Vncle give me your hand : nay,dry your eyes, 
Teares fhew their love,but want their remidies. 
Cofin lam too young to be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Hctre- 
What you will have, He give, and willing too, 
For doe we ipuft, what force williiavc us doe. 
Set on towards London : 

Cofin,isitfo-? 

Bui. Yea, my good Lord. 

& ich . Then 1 muft not fay, no. Flonrifh , 



Exeunt* 



Sctena Quinta. 



Enter Queene /tnd two L tidies. 

Chu What fport (hall we devile here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 
X.4.Madam,we’leplayat Bowles. 

^a.'Twill make me thinke the world is full of Rubs, 
Andthat my fortune runnes againft the Byas- 
La. Madam, we’le Dance, 

Qu. My leggescan keepeno meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure keepes in Grief© 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other fport. 

La. Madam, we’le tell Talcs. 

^«.Offorrow,or of griefe ? 

La, Of eyther Madam. 
c^. Of neyther Girle. 

For if of ioy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the moreofforrow : 

Or if of griefe, being altogether had, . 

It addes more forrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat^ 
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And what I want, it bootes not to complaint* 

La. Madam , Ilefing. 
i2«.’Tis well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thou fhould ft pfeafe me better ,would’ft thou weepe. 
La. I could weepe -Madam , would it doe you good, 
jsj*. And I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teareofthee. 

Enter a Gardiner , and two Ser Hants, 

Butftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the lliadow ofthele Trees. 

My wreschedndfe,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’le talke of ftate : for every one doth lb, 

Againft a changejWoe is fore runne with woe* 

Gard.C oe binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks. • 
Which like unruly Children, make their Sy re 
Stoupe with oppreflion of their prodigall weight’ ; 

Give feme fupportancetothebcnding twigges* 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of, too faft growing fprayes. 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth ; 

All muft be even,in our Governement. 

You thus imploy’d , I will goe root away 
Thenoyfome weed es,that without profit fuoke 
,1 he S oyles fertility fro m wholcfome flowers. 

Ser. Why fliould we,in thecompaffe of a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? 

When our Sea- walled Garden, (the whole Land ) 

Is full of Weed es, her faireft Flowers choakt up. 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin d,her Hedges ruin’d, 

Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholeiome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillars* 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffer-d thisdifbrder’d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe. 

The Weeds that his broad -ipreading Leaves did fhelttfr, 
Thatfeem’d, in eating him, to hold him up, 

Are pull’d up, Root': .nd i\\}oy Bttlhngbrooke • 
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The Life and Death 

1 mcane the Earle of Yfi\t{Witc } BuJhy i Gree»e i 
£er* What are they dead ? 

Card • They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’d the waftefuli King.! 

What pitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 

And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare^ 

And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruite-trees, 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had hedone fo.to great and growing men. 

They might have liv’d to beare, and he to tafle 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughesmay live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which wafte and idlehoures,hath quite throwne downe. 
^r.VVhat thinke you the King fhall be depos'd ? 
GW.Depreftheis already, and depos’d 
Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To adeare friend of the Duke of for be, 

T hat tell blacke tidings. 

J£«.OhI ampreftto death, through want offpeaking: 
Thou old Adams likenefle, fet to dreffe this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unpleafing 
W hat Eve,vj hat ferpent hath fuggefted thee, (nevves ? 
To make a fccond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ ft thou fay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine hisdownefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’ftthouby this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch. 

Gard.Vmdon me Madam- Little joy have I 
To breath tbefe newes } yet what Ilay,is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullingbrooke , their fortunes both are weigh’d: 

In your Lords Scale,is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities, that make him light : 

But in the Ballanceof great 'Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, < 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard dome- 
r- ,) Pott 









of Richard the fecond. 

poll you to London, and you’l finde it fo, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know. 

G)u. Nimble mifchance,that art fo light of foots, 
Dothnot thy Embaflage belong to me f 
And am I laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

What,wasl borne to this? that myfadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrooke l 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe."" 

I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit. 

Gard. Poore Qpeene , fo that thy ftate might be no 
I would my skill were fubie<ft to thy curie : (worfe. 

Here did foe drop a teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(lbwre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth, here Ihortly fliall be feene, 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exit, 



oABus Quartos i Selena \ Prima 



Enter as to the Parliament^ Bullingbrooke, Aumerle, Nor 
thumberlandy Percy , F it x,-W at er y Surrej, Carlile^Abbot 
of WefirmnBter. Herauld>Offcer and "Bagot* 

Bui, Call forth Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, 

VVhatthou doft know of Noble Glofiers death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'd 
•* he bloody Office of his timelefle end, 

**£• Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle* 

BhI, Cofin,ftand forth and looke upon that man. 

Bag, My Lord tAumerle, I know your daring tongue 

-corncs to unfay what it bath once deliver’d- 
In that dead time, when ’death wHs plotted 





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3704) OctaVO 




The Life and Death 

1 heard you fay, Is not my arme of length, 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As fatre as Callis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amongft much other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay ,t hat you had rather rcfufc 
T he offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes « 

Then Bullingbrookes returne to England; adding withail, 
How bleft this Land would be,inthisyour Colins death. 

Aum. Princes and Noble Lords : 

What anfwer (hall 1 make to this bale man : 

Shall 1 fo much difhonour my faire ftarres. 

On equalltermes to give himchafticcmenc ? 

Ey ther I muft ,or have mine honour fpoy I’d 
With th* Atteindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manuall feaieof death 
That markesthee out for hell. Thou lyeft. 

And will maintaine what ; thou haft fa yd a s falfc, 

Xn thy hearts blood,though being all too bale. 

To ftainc the temper of my Knightly fword. 

’Bul'Bagot forbeare.thou {halt not take it up. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would be were tire bell 
In all this presence, that hath moved me fo. 

Fitz.. If that thy valour Hand onfympatbies : 

There is my Cage, AumerU , in Gage to thine : 

By that faire limne,that fhewes me where thou ftand’ft, 
1 heard thee fay,(and vamingly thou fpak’tt it) 

1 hat thou vver’t cau'e of Noble Glofters ■ . death. 

If thou denied it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it was forged w ith my Rapiers poync. 
^iw.Thou-dar’ft not (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Fitz** Now by my Soule,I . would it. were this houtc«> 
Aum»Fitz,water thou art damn d to hell for this. 

Ter. %A umerlejhovt lyeft : his honour is as true 
In this appeale,as thou art all uniuft: 

And that thou art lo, there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee,to th\extrcameft poynt 
Of mortal! breathing* Seize it if thou dar ft. 



lw. nil mi l 



of Richard the fceond . 

Jufft . And if I doe not,may my hands rot off, 

And never brandilh morerevengefull Steele, 

Qvcrthe glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Sttr. My Lord Fitzwateri 
I doe remember well, the very time 
Jumerle, znd you did talke. 

Fitz.. My Lord, 

'Tisvery true : You were in prefence then ; 

And you can witnclfe with me, this is true. 

Sur. As falfe, by heaven, - 

As heaven it felfe is true* 

Fitz,. Surry, thou lyeft, 

Sur. Dilhonourable Boyj 
That lye fhall lye fo heauyonmy fword. 

That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver .and that lye, doe lyc 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 

In proofe whereof, there is mine Honours pawnc. 

Engage it to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft. 

Fitz,. How fond ly doll thou fpurre a forward Horfe ? 

If I dare cate, or drinke.or breath, or live, 

Idare meete Surry in a Wilderneffe, 

Andfpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies, 

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of Faith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Corre&ion* 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Amerle is guilty of my true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifh’d Norfolk* by , 

That thou Aumerte did ft fend two of thy -men. 

To execute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

Aw. Some honeft Chriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk* lies, here doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald, to try his honour. 

Bui. Thefe differences fhall all reft under Gage, 

/i 11 j be repeal’d : repeal’d he fhall be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d againe 

iO all his Lands and Seigniories : when hee’s return’d, 

A gamll Aumerle we will infoice his Tryall* 

h <rv. 
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C*r. That honourable day (ball ne’re be feene* 

Many a time hath banilb’d Nor fo the fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian Crofle 
Againft blacke Pa gans,Turkes, and Saracens: 
Andtoyl’d with workesof warre, retyr’d bimfelfe 
To Italy , and there at V mice gave 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bui. WhyBilbop, i%Norfor\e dead ? 

Carl. As fure as I live my Lord. 

Bui. Sweet peace conduft his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences (ball all reft under 
Till we afligne youtoyourdayes of Tryall. ( S a & e t 
Enter Torke. 

lor he. Great Duke ..of Lancafter, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the poffeffion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afccnd his Throne, defending now from him, 

And long live Henry t of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui . In Gods Name, lie alcend the Regal! throne^ 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid* 

VVorft in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake. 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prclence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard, then true Nobleneue would 
Learne him forbearance from fo fou’e a Wrong. 

What fub/eft can give /entence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards fubjeft ? 
Theeves are not judg’d, but they are by to heare 
Although apparant guilt befeene in them : 

And (bail the figure of Gods Ma/erty, 

His Captaine, fteward, Deputy cleft, 

Anoynted, Crown d and planted many yeares. 
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of Richard the femd. 

Be Judg’d by fub/efts,and inferior breath,’ 

And helumfelfe not prelent ? Oh,forbid,it God, , 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew foheynous,blacke,obfcenea deed* 

I fpeake to fubjeft s, and a fubjeft fpeakes, 

Stirr'dup by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytorto provvd Hereford* King* 

And if you Crowne him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglilb iball manure theground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A6t. 

Peace lhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kinde confound, 

Diforder, Horror, Feare, and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls* 

Oh, if youreare this Houfe againft this Houfe 
It will the wofulieft Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curled Earth* 

Prevent it , refitt it , let it not be fo ? 

Leaft Child , Childs Children cry againft you, VVoe* 

North. Well have you argu’d Sir : and for your paines. 
Of Capitall Treafon we arreft you here* 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge, 
Tokeepehimfafely.tiil hisday of Tryall* 

May it pleafeyou , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit ? 

A«//.Fetch hither R ichard> that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we Iball proceede 
Without fulpition. 

^or* I will be his Conduft* Exit. 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for ycurDayes of Anfwcr : 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands : 

Enter Richard and Tor he . 

Tick. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have Ibookeoff the Regall thoughts 

H z Where-? 





The Life And Death 

Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have learn’d 
To infinuate , flatter, bow, and bend my Knee- 
Give Sorrow leave a \v hile , to returnc me 
To this fubmiflion. Yet I will remember _ 

The favors ofthefe men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry. All hayle to* me ? 

So Judas did to Chrift * but he in twelve. 

Found truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thoufand , none, 
God lave the King ; : will no man fay, Amen ? 

Ami both Prieft and Clarke? well then, Amen. 

God lave the King , although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen , if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervice, am I fent for hither ? 

Tor.To doc that office of thine ovvne good will. 
Which tyred Ma/eftydid make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 

To Henry Bullingbrooke. ' 

Rich . Give me the Crown-Here Cofin. feixe the Crown : 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another. 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , tmfeene , and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of T eares am I , 

Drinking my Griefes, whilft you mount up on high. 
.Bw/.Ahought yon had beene willing to refigne. 

Rich* My Crowne I am , but (fill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Glories and my State dcpofe. 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King of thofe. 

•BhL Part of your Cares you give my with your Crown. 
Rich, Yont Cares fet up,doe not pluck me Cares down. 
'My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done, 
YourCare , isgaineof Care, by newCarewonne s 
The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet ftill with me they ftay • 
jB«/,Are you contented to refigne the Crowne • 

Rich* I, no ; no, I : for 1 muft nothing be : 

Therefore no,no,for I refigne to thee. 

iSOW) 
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of Richard the fecond. 

N’oW, marke me how Iwillundoa my felfe. 
j cive this heauy weight from off my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly hvay from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares I wafh away my blame. 
With mine owne hands I give away my Crowne* 
With mine owne Tongue deny myfacred State, 
With mine owne breath releafe all dutious Oathes : 
Allpompe and Maiefly I doc forfweare: 

M y’Mannor s ,Rent s ,Re venew s , I forgee ; 

My Ads, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee. 

Make me,that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 
Ahd thou withall pleas’d,that haft all atchiev’d. 

Long mayft thou live in Richards Seatetofit, 

And foonc lie Richard in an earthy pit. 

God faveKing Henry, un-king* d Richard {ayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-fhine da yes. 
What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more: but that you read 
Thefe Accufations,and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perP>n,and your followers 
Againft the ftate,and profit of this Land : 

1 hat by confefling them,the foules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily depos’d. 

Rich. Muft I doe fo? and muft I ravell out 
My weav’d up follyes? Gentle Northumberland , 

If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not fhame thee in fo faire a troupe, 
Toreadea Le&urecf them ? If thouwould’ff, 
There fhould’ft thou find one haynous Article 
Containing the depofingofa King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
farkd with a Blot,damn’d in the booke of Heaven. 



H 3 „ 5hewin 



Wlul ft that my wrctchedneflcdoth bait my felf 
hough fomeof you, with Pilate wafh your ham 




ho:) 

bci) 

tUM. 



The Life and Death 

Shewing an outward pitty : yet you P Hates 
Have here deliver’d me to my fowre Croffe, 

And W ater cannot wafh away your finne. 

Nor. My Lord difpatch,read o’re thefe Articles. 
r liich. Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blindes them not fo much. 

But they can fee a fort of Traytors here, 

Nay,if l turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T’ undecke the pompous body ofa King ; 

Made glory bafe 3 a foveraigne, a flave ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubieft ; State, a Pefant, 

Nor . My Lord. 

RfcA.No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man ; 
No^nornomans Lord : I have no Name, no Title : 
NojUOt that Name was given me at the Font, 

But ’tis ufurpt: alacke the heavy day, 

Thatl hayc wornefo many Winters out, 
Andknownotnow,whatNametocallmy felfe. 

Oh, that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke, 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King,great King, and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be ftcrling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither ftraight, 

That it may fliew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bui. Got fome ofyou, and fetch a Looking-Glaffe. 
Nor. Read o’re this Paper, while the Glaffe doth come* 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell* 
jfc/.Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland • 

Nor - The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d* 
R/cA.They fhall be fatisfy’d : ile read e enough, 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Enter one with a G lajfe. 

Give me that Glaffe, and therein will I rcade. 

iso 
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of Richard the fecond. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forro w ftrucke 
So many blowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds? Oh flattering Glaffe, 
Like to my followers in profperity, 

Thou do'ft beguile me* Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houfhold Roofe, 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac’d fomany foil yes. 

That was at laft out-fac’d by Bulhngbrooke > 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face, 
Forthereitis,crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke filent£ing,the Morall of this lport. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face 
#»/.The fliadow of your forrow hath de' 1 
The (hadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow : ha.icts k 
’T is very true,my griefe Ives all 
And thefe cxternall manners of 
Are meerely lhadows to th e 
That fwells with lilencein the tort u?d foule; 

There lies the fubftance: and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Mecaufe to waile.but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone. 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more* 

Shall Iobtaineit ? 

•®#/.Name it,faire Cofin. 

Rich. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubiefts ; being now a fubiedf, 

I have a King here to my flatterer : 

Iking fo great, I have no need to begge. 

Yet aske. 

R' c h, And fhall I have ? 

Rtil ' You fhall. 
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The Life and Death 

Rich. Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui . Whither ?■ 

Rich. Whither you will/o I were from your fights.' 
Bui. Goe fome of you convey him to the Tower. 
'Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

'Bui. On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your feives* Exeunt . 

Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 
CW.The woe’s to come, the children yet un-bornc, 
Shall fcele this day as fiharpe tothemas thorne. 

Aum. You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid the Realmeof this pernicious blot f 
Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein. 
You (hall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effedt 
What ever I fhall happen to deviie* 

I fee your browes are full of difcontent, 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes ofteares, 

Come home with me to fiippetg ile lay a plot 
Shall fhew us all a merry dayj 7 Exeunt. 



# Qmntus 0 Scoria Prima. 



Enter Qttecne y and Ladies. 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To I ah us Cafars ill-erre&ed Tower: 

To whofe flint bofome,my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bullitt gbrooty. 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Quecnc. 

Enter Richard and Gat'd • 

But foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 



U U t aV vy *** llv * ^ . 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 
That you in pitty may diffolve to dew. 
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‘And wa(h him frefli agaihe with true-love teares.’ 

Ah thou the model! where old Troy did ftand, 

Thou map ofhonour, thou King 7? ichards T ombe. 

And not King Richard: thou moftbeameous Innc, 

Why fhouhi hard-fa vor’dgriefe be lodg’d in thee, 4 
When triumph is become am A ie-boule gueft ? 

Rich. loyne not With griefe, faire Woman.doe not fo, 
jo make my end too hidden jlearne good lcule, 
Totbinke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which awuk’d, the truth of what wc are, 
Shewesusbutthis- I am fvvorne Brother (fweet) 
Togrimneceflity ; and He and 1 
Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious hou!e : 

Our holy lives mull win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophanehoures here have throvvne downe. 

j?«.What,ismy Richard both infhapeandmind 
Transform’d, and weaken’d ? Hath BulHngbrooke 
Depos’d thine IntelleS ? fi^th hebeeneinthy heart ? 
The Lyon ciying thru lieth forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt thou, Pupil- like. 

Take thy Correction mildly , kiffe the Rodde, 

And fawne.cn rage with bale humility. 

Which arta Lyon.andaKing of Beads.' 5 

Wich.K King of beafts indeed, if aught but beaft ; 
Hiadbeene fiillahappyKingof Men. 

Good (lometime Qticene) prepare thee hence for Francos 
Thinke I am dead .and that even heare thou tak’ft. 

As from my deach-bed,my Jaff living leave. 

In Winters teadious night fit by the fire 
^ith.good old folkes , and let them tell thee tales 
Otvvoefull ages, long agoe betide: 
no ere thou bid goodnight,to quit their griefe, 
lehthou thplamentable tall of me, ,v. - 

^-hd fend ttie hearers weeping to their beds : 

L? r ™y * die fencelefle Brands will fympathizfi 
(C heavy accent of my mooving tongue^ 

I And 








The Life and T>mb 

And in companion, weepe thefire out : 

And feme will mourne in Afhes, fome coale-bUcke, 

For the depofing of a rightfull King- 

Enter Norhumb erltwd. 

North. My Lord, the mind o( Bullingbrooke is chang’d. 
You muft to Pomfret , not unto the Tower. 

And Madam,there is order ta’ne for you • 

With allfwiftfpeed,you mull away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time fhall not be many houres of age, 

More than it is, ere foulc linne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou (halt thinke. 

Though hedeyide the Realme, and give thee halfe. 

It is too little , helping him to all : 

He fhall thinke, thatthouwhichknow’fl the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little urg’ d,another way. 

To plucke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both, 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death- 

North . My guilt be on my Head , and there an end ° 
Take leave, and part ,for you muft part forthwith. 

'Rich. Doubly divorc’d ? ( bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage j’twixt my Crowne, and me, 
And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wife. 

Let me un-kiffe the Oath ’twixt thee and me.; 

And yet not fo , for with a kiffe ’twas made 
Part us Northumberland • I, to wards the North, 

Where fhivering Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyme 
My Qjueene to France : from whence, let forth in pompe> 
She came adorned hither like fweet may ; 

Sent backe Hollowmas, orfhort’ftof day. 
jQu. And muft we be divided / muft we part ? ^ 
R/cM .hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
J)«. Ranilh us both, and fend the King with me- 
Nmh. Thai were fome Love, but little Poilicy* 
. - • ££ 
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-^Richard the fecond. 

Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 

Rich. So two together weeping,make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France ; I, for for thee here; 

Better farre off, than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe.count thy way with lighes,I,mine with Groanes* 
6ht. So longeft way lhall have the longcft moanes- 
.Twice for one ftep ile groane,the way being fhort. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come,come,in woing forrovv let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kiffe Lhall ftop our mouthes, and doubly part ; 

Thus give I mine, and thus thus take I thy heart. 

6}*,. Give me mine owne againe:’twere no good part. 
Total eon me to keepe.and kill thy heart. 

So ; now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may ftrive to kill it with a groane- 
R/ch.We make woe wanton with this fond delay: 

Once more adieu ; the reft let forrow fay. b xeunt. 



Scoria Secunda. 



Enter Yorkg.and his Dutchejfe. 

But. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off, 

Of our two Cohns comming into London- 
Yor. W here did I leave / 

But. At that fad ftoppe,my Lord. 

Where rude mif-govern’d hands, fromwindowes tops, 
1 hew dull and rubbifh on King Richards head. 

Y°r. Then, as I fayd,the Duke (great Bullingbrooke ,) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 

Which his afpiring Rider feem'd to know. 

With flow, but ftately pace, kept on his courier 
While all tongues cri a, God fave thee Bullingbrooke , 
You would have thought the very windowes Ipake, 

la So 
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So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon Inis vifage ; and that all the vvalles 
With painted Imagery had iayd at once, 
lefu preferve thee, welcome % ulUngbroo^e. 

Whii'ft he , from one fideto the other turning-. 
Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steed is necite, 
Befpakethemthus : I thankeyou Countri-men ; 

And thus flill doing, thus he paft along. . 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilft ? 

Torkf. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’d Actor leaves the 11 age. 

Are idielybent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo, or with much more contemgt,mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; no man cride, God favehim 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, 

But dud was throw ne upon his facred head, 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off. 

His face dill combating with teares and fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for feme drong purpofe)deel d 
The hearts of men, they mud perforce have melted, 

And Batbarifme it felfe have pittied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events, 

To whole high will we bound our calme contents, 

To Buliingbiwke , are wet -vorne Subje£tsnow, 
Whofc State,and Honour, I for aye allow.* 

Enter Aumerle, 

Dut. Hcere comes my fonne tmerle . 

Tor • jinmcrle that 

Bilt that is loll, for being Richards Friend. 

And Madam, you mud call himR«f/W now 5 
lam in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And ladingf ealty to the new-made King. 

Welcome my fonne ; who arethe Violets noff. 
That drew thegreene lap of the new-come Spring 

1 know not, nor I greatly carenov 



UJ jAicuaiu but jetus/u. 

God knowes,I had asliefebenoneas one* 
JV.WelLbeare you well in this new-lpring of time,' 
lead you be cropt before you come to prime * (umphs? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thofe luds and Tri- 
^«{w*Forought Iknowmy Lord,they doe. 

Tor. You will be there I know* 

Aftm, If God prevent not, I purpofefer. 
JV.Whatfealeisthat that hangs without thy bofome 
Yea, look’d thou pale ? Let me fee the writing* 

Aum, My Lord, ’tis nothing. 

2V.No matter then who fees it, 

I will be fatisfied jlet me fee the writing* 

Attrn . T do befeech yourG ace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall conlequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor. V Vh:ch for fome reafons hr, I meane to fee ; 

I feare,I feare* 

t P u t . VV hat fhould you feare ? 

Tis nothing but fome Bond, that beisentred into 
For gay apparrell again# the Triumph. 

-7 or ‘ ®.°^ n d to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
* hat he is bound to / wife, you are a foole.' 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me, I may notfhevvit. 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee t I fay . Snatches it . 

i reaion,fonle treafbn, villaine,traytor, {lave. 

~, nU What’s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor. Hoa, who's within there ; laddie my horfe, 
weaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

■Dut. Why, what is’ t my Lord ? 

Give me my boots,I fay ; Saddle my horfe ; 
tNow by my honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

° r ' Peace toolifh woman. 

ZSJ w ’ u m P** c % what is # matter fonne ? 
^ood mother be contentit is no more 
liKnmypoorc life mull anfiver- 

I 3. Vat. 
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mat* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Beets, , 

' T«r. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

*Dt(t> Strike him Numeric > Poore boy,thou art amazd. 
Hence Villaine, never more come in my fight. 

. Tor. Give me my Boots I fay. 

But. Why ?Wfc<?,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaffc of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ?Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 

And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Ton Thou fond and madwoman. 

Wilt thouconceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet dovvne their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He fhall be none : 

Wee’l keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

. Tori Away fond woman •• were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dwr.Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 

Thou wouldeft be more pittifull : 

But now I know thy minde; thou do'ft fufpe^t 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bed, , 

And that he is a battard , not thy lonne: 

Sweet Torke, fweet husband, be not of that mind.: 

He is a s like thee , as a man may be, 

Notliketome, noranyof my Kin, 

And yet I love him* 

Tor. Make way, unruly woman. Exit. , 

But. After tAumerle. Mount thee upon his Horle, 
Spurre poll, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doe accnfe thee, 

He not be long behinde: though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

\ And never will I rife up from the ground, ft# 



*f Richard the femd. 

Till Bullinghreoke have pardon’d thee: Away,be gone, Ex. 



Selena Tertia . 



Enter B ullingbroeke ercj >a»d other Lords. 

Bttl. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

'Tis full three monthes fince I did fee him laft. 

If any plagu^ hang over us, ’tis he: 

.1 would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavernes there : 

For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofe Companions, 

Evenfuch (they fayj as (land in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , to fupporc 
So diffolute a crew. 

Per. My Lord,fome two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince, 
And told himoftfaefe triumphes held at Oxford. 

1 Bttl . And what fay d the Gallant? 

Per. His anfwer was, he would unto the ftewes, 

And from the common’ft creature plucke a glove 
And weare it as a favour , and with that 
fie would unhorfe the luftieft challenger* 

Bui. As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 

I fee fome fparks of better hope: which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth* Butwhocomes here? 

Enter A timer le, 

Aum . W here is the King ? 

Bui. What meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (iefty 

Anm. God fave your Grace, I doc beleech your Ma- 
fo have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

"*/. Withdraw your felves,and leave us here alone. 
What is the the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Anns. 
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The life and Death 

Aum.V or ever may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnleffe a pardon, ere 1 rife or ipeake* 

Bui. Intended orcommitted was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainons ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave, that I may turnethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

Bui. Have thy defire* ? orke within. 

Tor. My liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Tray tor in thy prefence there. 

iW/Villaine, ile make thee fafe. ieare. 

■Aum. Stay thy revengefull hand, thou haft nocaufe to 
Tor . Open the doore, lecure foole-hardy King : 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore,or 1 will brcake it open. Enter 7 orke . 

A«/.Whatis the matter (Vncle) fpeake,reccver breath. 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may armc us to encounter it* 

Ter . Perufe this writing here, and thou (halt know 
The reafen that my hafie forbids me Chow. 

>4 j/w. Re member as thou rtadTf, thy promiie paft- . 

I doe repent me reade not my name there, 

Jvly heart -is not confederate with my hand. ■ 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did let it downe. 

I tore it from the traytorsboiome,(Ki g.) 

Feare and not lone, begets his penitence , 

For°et to pitty him Ieaft thy pitty prove 
A fe'rpent ,that w ill fting thee to the heart. ; 

Bui. Oh heinousjftrong, and bold confpiracy, 

O Ioyall Father ofa trecherous Sonne : 

Thou fheeie,immacnlatc,and filver fountaine. 

From whence t hi > ftreame, through muddy palfages 
-Hath had his current, and defil’d bimfelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodnefle (Rail excufe 
This deadly plot, in thy digretfing tonne. 

Tor .Sofhall my vertue be his vices bawd, 
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^Richard the fecond . 

And he (hall fpend mine Honour, with his flrarnc s 
Asthriftfefte Sonnes their feraping Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his diflionour dyes. 

Or my fham’d life in his dishonour lies : 

Thou kllfft me in his life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, thetrue man’s put to death. 

Dutche JfewithiK, 

D/tf.What hoafmy Liege)forHeavens fake let me in. 
Bui. What fhrill.voic’d iuppliant makes this eager cry ? 
Dut.h. Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) ’tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

A begger begs, that never begg’d before. 

Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 

And now charg’d to the begger, and the King : 

My dangerous Cofinjet your Mother in, 

I know fire’s come to pray for yourfoule fin. 

Tor. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this forgivenefie , profper may. 

This fetter'd joyntcut cflkthereftrefts iound, 

This let alone, will all the tcRconfoun&-..Entcr Dutch ejfe. 

But, O King, beleeve not this hard-hearted man, 
Love, loving not it felfe, none other can 
Tor. Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here. 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

But. Sweet. Torke be patient, heare me gentle Lieg*» 
Bui. Rile up good Aunt. w 0 

Du. Notyet, I theebefeech. 

For ever will I kneeie upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give jetyr : vntill thou bid me ioy, 

% [ardoning Rutland, mytranfgrefling Boy. 

‘ y ^.Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee- 
Jf ke . Againft them both, my true joynrs bended be. 

ut. Pleades he inearneft? Looke upon his Face, 

-js eyes do drop no teares : his prayers are in /eft. ; 
is K ordscome from his mouth, Ours from our breft 
-prayesbut faintly, and would be deny’d, 
epray with heart , and foule , and all befide * 
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